ARMINIUS IN THE CHERRY TREE

RAVENNA                                                                    A.D.   35

MORNING had come, had settled itself in stolid
cheerfulness for a day of sun. There were miles of
pine-wood between the house and the sea; the pines
sheltered the cherries, and now they were in full
leaf, Soon the house, waking up, began to flap
squares of curtain, yellow and red; then, from the
path in the wood, rose sharp voices of farm slaves
trotting into Ravenna with eggs and cheeses and fatted
cockerels to sell at the early markets. And out of the
door came a young man, and quietly strode across the
grass. At the far end he turned, staring and listening
at the house. Time passed, and by and bye someone
called; he frowned, tugging at his tunic, would not
answer. Again the call, his name: 'ThymelicusP
Now, looking up, he jumped for a cherry bough, held,
swung, and heaved himself astride the branch, A
twig caught in his gold, wolf-headed collar, and
angrily he jerked away his yellow head. Hate burnt
and blinded him, hate older than himself, come alive
again* His father, whom he had never seen, was the
dead king Arminius, twenty years back Rome's most
terrible enemy, in whose dark leagues of forest the